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chain of flowers. But shyly he drew away, repeatedly
refusing the honour. Perceiving my hurt, he finally
smiled consent.
"Since we are both devotees of the Mother, you may
put the garland on this bodily temple, as offering to Her
who dwells within." His vast nature lacked space in
which any egotistical consideration could gain foothold.
"Let us go tomorrow to Dakshineswar to the Temple
of Kali, forever hallowed by my guru." The saint was
a disciple of a Christlike master, Sri Ramakrishna Para-
mahansa.
The four-mile journey on the following morning was
taken by boat on the Ganges. We entered the nine-
domed Temple of Kali, where the figures of the Divine
Mother and Shiva rest on a burnished silver lotus, its
thousand petals meticulously chiselled. Master Mahasaya
beamed in enchantment He was engaged in his in-
exhaustible romance with the Beloved. As he chanted
Her namej my enraptured heart seemed shattered, like
the lotus, into a thousand pieces.
We strolled later through the sacred precincts, halting
in a tamarisk grove. The manna characteristically
exuded by this tree was symbolic of the heavenly food
Master Mahasaya was bestowing. His divine invocations
continued. I sat rigidly motionless on the grass amid
the pink feathery tamarisk flowers. Temporarily absent
from the body, I soared in a supernal visit.
This was the first of many pilgrimages to Dakshineswar
with the holy teacher. From him I learned the sweetness
of God in the aspect of Mother, or Divine Mercy. The
childlike saint found little appeal in the Father aspect, or
Divine Justice. Stern, exacting, mathematical judgment
was alien to his gentle nature.
"He can serve as an earthly prototype for the very
angels of heaven!" I thought fondly, watching him one
day at his prayers. Without a breath of censure or critic-
ism, he surveyed the world with eyes long familiar with
the Primal Purity. His body, mind, speech, and actions
were effortlessly harmonized with his soul's simplicity.
"My Master told me so." Shrinking from personal
assertion, the saint usually ended his sage counsel with
this tribute. So deep was his sense of identity with Sri